A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
'What do you think. General?' asks Mrs. Ogden.
'There never need be another war/ I say, 'if we
all play the game!'
'It is the last resource of foolsP says Madge.
Ten years pass by.
Madge and I are dining quietly at Hatchett's.
'I like to dine here occasionally/ she says; 'it
reminds me of pre-war days with you and Tim.'
'How are those wonderful colonels of yours you
used to talk about?5 she asks.
'You meant Plunkett, Andrews and Benzie?' I say,
'Yes/ she replies.
'The after-effect of war has hit them all/ I say.
'Plunkett was invalided out, a total wreck some years
after the Armistice. Bourlon did him in. Andrews
became mentally deranged for a time, in France,
directly after the war finished - he snapped - but
getting better went to Russia and was captured by
the Bolos and spent months in a gaol. He is dead.
Benzie I saw not long ago, looking very ill: he
returned to Ceylon but was invalided for good.
There are thousands of men in Europe today suffer-
ing from the effects of war, who can n&ver hope to
get better and whose sufferings are not known.
They are the men who wouldn't go sick, because
it was not the thing to do/
'You mean/ she says, fthey belong to the legion
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